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" You want to know everything. ... Of course Fve gone
as the result of the good life I've led/'
" Are you married, daddy Grisha ? "
" Yes.  And  you'd   do   well  to   find  another  husband
s quickly."
v   "Why?"
" Weil, you're a little too wanton. ..."
" Is that so terrible ? "
" It can be. I knew one such wanton woman, she was
a widow too; she wantoned and wantoned, but then her
nose began to drop off."
" By God, how terrible ! " the woman exclaimed in mock
terror, and at once added in a businesslike tone : te A widow's
life is like that. If you're afraid of the wolf, don't go into
the forest! "
Gregor glanced at her. She was laughing soundlessly,
-&er fine white teeth pressed together. Her pouting upper
Kp twitched, her eyes gleamed mischievously from beneath
her drooping lashes. Gregor involuntarily smiled and laid
his hand on her warm, rounded knee.
"Poor, unhappy wretch!" he said commiserately.
" Only twenty short years, and how life has gnawed at
you ! "
In a flash not a trace was left of her merriment. She
roughly pushed his hand away, knitted her brows, and
flushed so deeply that the tiny freckles vanished from the
bridge of her nose.
tf You pity your wife when you get home I I've got
enough sympathisers and to spare, without you ! "
" Don't be annoyed 1  Wait a bit! "
" Oh, go to the devil! "
tf I said what I did because I was really sorry for you."
" You can take your sorrow straight . . ." the masculine
oath came fluently and easily to her lips, and her darkened
syes flashed.
Gregor raised his eyebrows, and muttered in confusion :
" Well, you can swear all right, there's no denying it!
What an uncontrollable woman you are ! "
fc And what are you ? A saint in a lousy greatcoat,
hat's what! I know you ! Get married and all the rest
>f it! But how long have you been so zealous ? "
" Not so very long," Gregor said with a laugh.